ON OOING A JOURNEY             ( '$ 11

had for the first time come from a place in^
neighbourhood to visit! this delightful spot. The*
road to Llangollen turns off between Chirk and
Wrcxham; and on passing a certain point, you
come all at once upon the valley, which opens
like an amphitheatre, broad, barren hills rising
in majestic state on either side, xvith "green up-
land swells that echo to the bleat of flocks" below,
and the river Dee babbling over its stony bed in
the mitist of them. The valley at this time "glit-
tered green with sunny showers," and a budding
ash-tree dipped its tender branches in the chid-
ing stream. How proud, how glad 1 was to walk
along the high road that overlooks the delicious
prospect, repeating the lines which I have just
quoted from Mr* Coleridge's poems 1 But besides
the prospect which opened beneath my feet, an*
other also opened to my inward sight, a heavenly
vision, on which were written, in letters large as
Hope could make them, these four words,
LIBERTY, GENIUS, LOVE, VIRTUE; which have
since faded into the light of common day, or
mock my idle gaze*
"The beautiful is vanished, and returns not**
Still I would return some time or other to this
enchanted spot; but I would return to it alone.
What other self could I find to share that influx
of thoughts, of regret, mi delight, the frag-
ments of which I could hardly conjure up to